BEMINISCENCES

the aesthetes. He was fond of the theatre, and was
only too happy when he got the chance of relieving the
weary monotony of political life by a night at the play.
I have sometimes been in deep converse with him as we
paced through one of the lobbies or corridors of the
House of Commons, and have thought that some of the
passers-by might perhaps have been a little surprised if
they could have known that the leader of the Tory Party
in that House was only talking with the Irish Nation-
alist member about some new novel or some new play.

There was at one time a well-known member of the
House of Lords whose eccentricities of manner and of
speech were so marked as to lead his fellow-peers, and
such strangers as might happen to be in the galleries, to
expect an extraordinary scene whenever his lordship
rose to address the Chamber.   I had become slightly
acquainted with the noble lord, and for some reason,
wholly beyond my understanding, he had got into a way
of writing long letters to me which he requested me to
read to Sir Stafford Northcote.   Why he did not write
directly to Sir Stafford I could not get to know.   Why
he singled me out as the medium of intercommunication
was to me an equal mystery, except, indeed, on the as-
sumption, not very flattering to my self-esteem, that he
naturally regarded me as the one member of the House
of Commons who might most fittingly be chosen as his
intellectual representative.   Anyhow, when the first of
the letters reached me I went up one night and sat
beside Sir Stafford Northcote on the front bench of Op-
position, and there confided my mission to him, and read
to him the passages of the letter designed for his in-
struction.   Sir Stafford listened with a grave smile, but
indulged in no expression of surprise : listened, indeed,
as if it were the most natural thing in the world that
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